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Summary: (I made some important changes, for the sake of the plot) . 

In the world of Steam Punk: After Saitama and Genos received an 
invitation to a big event, they decided to attend it; not knowing 
what exactly would await them in the next weeks: social differences, 
duels, the Blizzard group and sky pirates. [Steampunk AU : Genos is 
fully human but his arms are mechanicals] 


1 . Chapter 1 

_Frankly I was very uncertain to post this story; I was not sure if I 
was happy with the first chapter, so I decided to edit it because it 
is very uncommon for an 0PM fanfic to be like this. I decided to make 
a change (Saitama is a normal guy; I thought this would be better for 
the plot and for his character development), for the plot's sake, and 
I am satisfied with it now because it is more "one punch man"-like 
now . 

><em> 

_This is an Steam Punk AU; I used some Victorian/Regency society 
rules (because Steam Punk is partly inspired by Victorian era) to 
write this and the writing style is rather formal which is not 
typical for One Punch Man, but I want to try to write like this : 'D. 
If you don't like it, then don't read. I am aware of how this 
approach is rather strange, but writing is art, freedom and a way of 
expression and I very much enjoy these aspects. If you don't like my 
way of doing this, then it's okay. I mean everyone has different 
preferences (or as I often say "c'est une affaire de goA»ts") So read 
the things you enjoy, write the stuff you want to write; just like I 
am doing it now, but don't lash out on people if you hate it or want 
to provoke them. . ._ 


English is not my first language so if you find grammatical mistakes 
please tell me : ' ) 



><p>Genos stared at the files in front of him: A list of his friend's 
a€" and proclaimed Sensei - savings and expenses. Unfortunately, the 
latter was a problem. And Genos had decided to confront his teacher 
with this topic. He looked at the bald man from the kitchen; the 
nineteen year old was managing a lot in the household. His function 
as a technical human had given him this opportunity. Saitama was 
lying on the couch in the living room where he was occupied with 
reading something. Both were currently living in Z-City a€" far away 
from high society a€" very well known for the poor population. Among 
the people of the rich society, this city was viewed as a district 
that occupied businessmen, traders and members of the lower 
class . <p> 

They were living in a small apartment, due to Saitama 's debt. Even if 
Genos helped in paying the rent; their income was not as high as to 
live in pure luxury. But lately, the renting had become more 
expensive . 

"Sensei, " Genos called as he fully entered the living room. "We 
cannot longer afford this way of living." 

Saitama, who was still lying on the settee in the living room with a 
book in his hands, only sighed. For weeks, his disciple had 
approached him with this statement. 

"I know, I know, Genos," he mumbled, rather disinterested. 

The young blonde man lifted one of his eyebrows. "Then why have you 
bought a new collection of books?" 

"Well, am I not allowed to enjoy any literature anymore!?" Saitama 
started to be more annoyed by his valet. Reading was one of his 
favourite hobbies and he would certainly not part with his 
books . 

"Sensei, if I may offer a suggestion?" 

The question was not one that would need approval of Saitama to be 
put in the room. Genos would speak nonetheless a€" and that for hours 
if nobody would stop him. "Why don't you consider the invitation of 
the ball? I know we would stay more days and the high society will be 
present, but the invitations have been sent for a lot of people, even 
here in Z-City a€"" 

"Genos? Please be quiet. I won't agree on their terms of showing 
myself on that assembly, " Saitama answered a little annoyed, "Why 
would I care to attend?" 

Genos knew how he felt. The last time any members of the high-class 
were visiting Z-City, they were confused by Saitama 's appearance. 
These kinds of people had a tendency to judge anyone underneath their 
rank; and seeing a young bald man was definitely an aspect that was 
giving him a cause to ridicule him. They did not know Saitama, but 
allowed themselves to speak ill of him. 

The invitation of the open ball was the first they had ever received, 
but he was aware that his sensei preferred to stay at home and read 
the newspaper or his beloved books a€" Mob Psycho 100 was his beloved 



collection of books, even if Genos questioned their literary 
importance . 


Unfortunately, Genos a€" as much as he admired his master a€" had 
other plans for him; if they were not able to find a solution to 
their financial problems, than they would have to live on the 
streets . 

Genos was still holding onto the bills; looking at the wall; it had 
been destroyed a week ago. Although some pieces of wood isolated the 
room, it was clear that it needed a proper fixture. The cause of this 
destruction: Saitama was smashing a fly. The flying animal had 
interrupted him while he was watching the news. This was the main 
reason why Genos was staying with his sensei: Saitama was a strong 
fighter, if not the strongest Genos had ever witnessed. He had saved 
him years ago. As Genos was reminded of that scene, his eyes wandered 
to his mechanical arms. The young man had lost his arms in an 
accident during an attack of criminals and his older friend Dr Kuseno 
had built mechanical body parts for him. They had several technical 
devices and he could remove them every night when he went to sleep. 
During the last few years, the nine-teen year old had become familiar 
with the mechanical arms, even if people would still give him curious 
and weird looks. The old scientist, who had gifted him with it, was 
living not far from them; he had his own laboratory which Genos 
sometimes visited. 

His mechanical arms a€" which needed care a€", the rent, . . . 

Everything would have to be sold if neither of them found a job. 

Genos played with the thought of working as a part-time bodyguard for 
a young heiress a€" which he hoped to meet at the balls. If he would 
receive money in return, their problems would be solved. 

Without his sensei, he would not accept invitation of the ball; It 
was addressed at Saitama after all a€" Genos was not noted as the one 
owning the appartment . 

"Sir Saitama . . . they have free buffet ..." 

This caught the bald man's interest and he lifted his eyes, so that 
they could glance over the edge of the book. "At what time do we have 
to be there?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>[AN: I am really trying to justify myself so: Another reason 
I changed some stuff: because there had been some confusion with my 

different approach and I reviewed a rude review ( I already deleted 

the concerned review_) which was rather a nasty expression of 
"confusion" (I used in a more political correct term) but hey! Don't 
like don't read and don't spread your frustration in the review-box 
on my story! This is the first time I received such a message oO This 
had nothing to do with constructive criticism. But as I mentioned 
before in the description and Author's Note (but apparently some are 
not capable of reading those otherwise they would have the idea of 
the concept of this story oO) it's a STEAM PUNK AU (meaning the 
concept and inspiration of it) , so yeah, if you never heard of it 
then google it before commenting. Sorry if I have a different idea 
for this fandom and writing style! I apologise for the rant, but I 
had the need to say this._ 



2 . Chapter 2 


A week had passed since Genos and Saitama had accepted the invitation 
to the event. After hours of travelling to A-City, the two had 
finally arrived at an inn, where they would rest and stay some days 
before returning home with the train. As dawn was coming, Saitama a€" 
who reluctantly dressed himself in formal clothes, which they somehow 
had found in the back of the dresser a€" and Genos were on their way 
to said ball. A lot of people were outside the grand mansion, many 
dressed with golden masks, goggles and elegant canes. It was an 
impressive sight and the guests whose attire were completed with 
those items, where showing their fortune by wearing them. 

Saitama and Genos entered the hall, following the mass of guests that 
were streaming towards the cloak room, removing their coats and top 
hats, before walking to the main room. 

Genos was certain that his sensei did not know who was hosting the 
ball: It was one of the richest men in A-City; An Earl who financed 
the companies which build tones of airships. Therefore his social 
gatherings often offered several promotions for men who earned money 
with those airships. It was an assembly for not only rich and 
aristocratic people for buying things; It was the chance of receiving 
money by befriending one of those people. 

Unfortunately, the only one who was not interested in any of those 
affairs a€" but needed the money more than the other attending guests 
a€" was occupied by looking for the refreshment-room for the sake of 
eating . 

Genos sighed, seeing that Saitama was the one that did not displayed 
the perfect picture of a gentleman. At first, people were greeting 
the two with smiles, but after Saitama had removed the top hat, the 
strange looks and whispering began to surround Genos. It made him 
angry, noticing that those tawdry peacocks had the courage to give 
Saitama those judging glances. Genos on the other hand received 
curious looks, mostly for his mechanic arms. Those were nothing new 
in this rich society a€" most of them were wearing those 
aforementioned fancy accessories such as half masks, goggles a€" 
items that were richly decorated with gold and silver a€", but the 
amount of detail in those his arms, was the reason people were 
admiring it from afar. 

"Oh my, I hope I will find the refreshment-room soon, " the bald man 
expressed with a relieved look on his face; he had noticed the 
strange atmosphere around them, but decided to ignore it. He did not 
care for their looks and if they were judging him to feel themselves 
better, then he would let them. All he wanted to do was to fulfil his 
stomach's wish by eating the glorious food at the buffet. 

"Indeed they have," Genos answered, "You know I have informed myself 
for this event. I know we have to stay some days here due to the 
price of travelling around and I hope we could spent some time with 
some of the guests in order to make their acquaintance which could 
benefit us. I heard that the Earl, who is hosting this ball, has two 
daughters, although the eldest one is supposedly to be on a trip for 
the purpose of educating herself. But I think this is a lie to 
protect her virtue. The youngest of them has to be present today and 
is rumoured to be a beautiful Lady." 



Saitama had already left the young blonde after hearing the two first 
sentences. Genos had that odd habit of talking too much a€" for 
Saitama 's taste a€" and had therefore decided to leave the scene. He 
was hungry and the moment Genos would finish his explanation, the 
food would probably be gone and eaten up by the other guests. And 
that was something, the bald man wanted to avoid at all purpose. As 
long as he would have the possibility of eating and drinking, he 
would participate in this farce; one does not refuse free offered 
food a€" especially in Saitama 's case. 

Genos quietened, understanding that he had spoken too many 
words . 

"Have you heard of the illegal fighting competitions?" 

This suddenly caught the young man's interest; he neared the 
gossiping party of women who were standing near a pillar and fanning 
the heat out of their faces. "Young people met to have illegal duels. 
I have heard that some of the attending duellists are members of 
nobility . " 

"Are you certain? What outrageous news. . . After those other 
criminal activities in A-City . . . But what would they gain by doing 
such things as those competition fights?" 

The addressed woman heaved a sigh, "I have the rumours at first hand. 
But I am afraid, I am not certain about the purpose ..." 

Genos raised a brow, not fully comprehending the conversation; the 
small criminal acts, which one of the Ladies had mentioned, was the 
only detail that was occupying his mind. He had thought this City to 
be a little different from Z-City, and watching these people judging 
every move of his sensei while gossiping about illegal competition 
confirmed this kind of thought. 

Nonetheless, the young blonde decided to join Saitama, only to 
perceive an odd looking group of two men, who were observing him a€" 
or rather his arms. Their whispers stilled as they noticed that Genos 
stared at them. 

Genos was aware of his appearance; his arms were not only noticeable 
items, but held some dangerous surprises such as small knives and 
pistols. Dr Kuseno had not only included those weapons; a heater had 
been built into the mechanical arms, allowing Genos to heat every 
object near him. He was able to regulate the heat to the point where 
he could create light beams a€" a secret weapon which functioned with 
steam power. The young man wanted to be armed whenever something 
strange was occurring a€" and living in Z-City certainly forced him 
to be prepared for everything. 

He felt their odd atmosphere and detected that they shared the same 
kind of fashion style. From their shoes to their vests and coats; 
everything was in black or white; not a single colour adorned their 
attire . 

With the determination of not wasting any more time for looking at 
the other guests, Genos finally moved his feet for approaching 
Saitama. Every step was accompanied with the conscience of being 
observed by the men in suits. 



Not only was the young blonde watched; Saitama was receiving more 
looks, the longer he stood near the buffet in the refreshment-room. 

He was still looking for a drink. 

"Oh no, " he whispered as his eyes wandered away from the lemonade he 
wanted to take. One small fruit fly was disgracing his glass . . . 

And Saitama hated flies near his food a€" well he always hated them. 
Not only normal flies, but all kinds of these damned flying bastards. 
To witness this small fiend of him in the midst of a ball while he 
wanted to eat and drink something from the buffet was annoying him 
greatly. The plain expression on his face suddenly changed and was 
replaced by an irritated look. 

He slowly put his refreshments down and eyed the small fly. Saitama 
was concentrated as he lifted his hands to kill the insect. With one 
move, he smashed his hands together, thinking he had caged and killed 
the fly. Only seconds later, the buzzing of the flying demon a€" 
Saitama had often wondered why those animals were not considered 
demons a€" echoed through the room. Before the bald man could 
continue his _hunting_, another man tapped his 
shoulder . 

"Sir! ?" 

The voice sounded rather angry and Saitama could not fathom what had 
occurred to upset the stranger. Only as he lifted his eyes to the 
buffet and the person in front of him, did he realise that the impact 
of his smashing had propelled some of the food on the buffet on the 
man's face. He was obviously offended and expressed his feeling by 
shouting . 

"How dare you? Throwing food at me!? The insolence of it!?" 

As if the situation could not become worse, the furious man removed 
his glove from his hand and threw it in front of Saitama. An 
insulting gesture: this man wanted to receive satisfaction by 
duelling Saitama. 

This could only be avoided if he would apologise and admit that he 
had done a mistake. Saitama was quiet a€" and a little baffled by the 
outcome of his joyful trip to the refreshment-room. He was still 
hearing the buzzing fly in the room a€" and he swore he heard that 
devil laughing at him. 

"I demand satisfaction, baldy!" 

At that moment, Genos entered the room, feeling the tenseness in the 
air. The scene in front of him was almost hilarious, had it not been 
for Saitama who was targeted. Genos was irritated; someone had dared 
to call Saitama bald. 

As his eyes focussed on the ground, he saw the glove. 

"Not again, " he whispered angrily, being familiar with this 
occurrence of being duelled. "I am his second," he announced loudly, 
showing that Saitama would not enter this duel alone; even if the 
offended stranger stood no chance against his master. 



><p>[AN: I wanted to point out that the rich in this fanfic are 
eccentric and like to show off their wealth with all those golden 
canes and masks, etc. By the way, I will try to update every 
Wednesday :3] 


End 
f lie . 



